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Abstract
The fruit fly is an aristocrat; He breeds not here nor there, For he’s as cautious of his seed As
a thoroughbred racing mare...
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The fruit fly is an aristocrat; 
He breeds not here nor there, 
For he's as cautious of his seed 
As a thoroughbred racing mare. 
His ancient true-bred parent stocks 
Put English kings to pain, 
And, though we cross him left and right, 
He comes out pure again. 
The problem baffled Darwin-
Had Morgan puzzled too. 
The professor had great faith in me; 
He said, "It's up to you." 
One night, as I was in the lab 
Inspecting all my jars, 
I saw a fly upon his back, 
Gazing at the stars. 
"Oh unambitious fly," I cried, 
"How can you wax so mild? 
Recessive gene of backcross bar 
May be your only child!" 
[ U ] 
He was not t roubled by my threat, 
Nor was his reason blind; 
T h e glories of the universe 
Were what he had in mind. 
He only lay upon his back 
And looked up at the stars. 
A thousand-eyed philosopher 
Had crept within my jars. 
Now philosophy is fine in men, 
Of purpose high and firm, 
But philosophy in fruit flies 
Is a waste of time and sperm. 
So I placed him under a microscope 
T o watch this ancient sage, 
For scholars are the men, I 'm told, 
One keeps within a cage. 
"One moment, friend," he said, and wagg 
His left h ind leg at me, 
I 'm governed not by laws of men 
Or fruitflyology. 
I am a foreign spirit, 
Untouched by fruitfly lust; 
I am the natural fruit fly, 
Conceived from scholar's dust. 
"I am—," he said. "You were," said I, 
And crushed him as a whim. 
And now the race can procreate 
Without a need for him. 
Now fruit flies still are excellent 
For crossing black by pink, 
But philosophers have been destroyed, 
And flies no longer think. 
